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    To our friends who have gifted us with mementos.
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Introduction


[image: image]


What is a memento? Why have we collected certain things and put somewhere where they can be in front of us? We have them there, but we may not have wondered at length about them. Is their placement more incidental and  decorative, or do they tell us something more? 

I begin by posing questions after briefly surveying the things I have present. I note that I have had other more beautiful things, but they have tended to become lost or be given away. They disappear for some reason. What is left are things more seemingly plain. Yet they are there. They have survived. 

The title uses “Our Desk,” for having mementos are not unique to me. This meditation is an invitation for others to wonder about theirs. I note that the placement of mementos may not be on one’s desk, like the ones I am considering,  of which a few are nearby on shelves. A memento may be put away in a box, which people view from time to time. However, I usually think of mementos as typically displayed.

We return to the original question as to the meaning of memento. It is an object that has a certain attraction for us. They could have been gifted by a friend. There is often some exotic quality or something unusual, such as coming from a faraway place. They are a way to bring close to that which is faraway and has a personal association. We are sentimental beings, and mementos arouse sentiment within us. Even before I have begun a fuller meditation, I venture to suggest there is an air of mystery about each object, and something yet undiscovered. 

I have an interest in conceptualizing reality with energetic fields. We can envision an energetic field around a memento, which overlaps and has a resonance within our being. It can be said to touch our being, and then draw something out from ourselves, incite a memory with an aura of mystery. The memento can do all this, but it is also a thing which can be handled. Memento, in some origin hypotheses, comes from the word moment. Thus, time is also involved. Memento is also believed to be derived from the Latin word, to remember. The memento, thus, creates a moment of remembrance, of connection. We are invited to take longer moments with our mementos and remember.

In the title, I have chosen ten, which roughly captures the number of objects on my desk, on the windowsill right in front of my desk, and three chosen from inside my desk drawer. Two others come from a neighboring desk. At least three of them are rocks and it reminds me of my first attempt at  biography when I was around ten. I used to collect and be fascinated by rocks, and I wrote a story about it called “My Rock Life.” I had collected a handful of precious rocks. One rock I described as an arrowhead, although its long triangular shape had inch thick dull sides. This recollection now makes me focus on mementos as something that can help us tell the story of our lives. We kept them because at one point we felt a strong connection, something that continues in some fashion to this day.

While doing this work, I present a photograph of each which fits the first reflection in general. Then I add a second detail, which focuses us more closely upon the mystery at hand. For those doing the audible version of this work,  you are welcome to see these images found on an array of platforms.

We are ready to start the journey into the humble world of mementos and see where it takes us. I have a suspicion that the simple and ordinary—who would think to write a whole work on mementos?—has something more to tell us. 
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1ST Memento: Cyclops






First Reflections






My first memento is a gift from my dear friend, Jude Johnston, a monk and artist from St. Bernard Abbey in Alabama. Taught by some of the great sculptors of the 20th century, NovOntos, whose artist’s name means New Being, has been prolific in masterful works in different disciplines. He is now elderly, over 90, and we are still in regular touch. Though my family no longer lives in Alabama, having  parents and two siblings already pass, he is also like family and I visit him. He has generously let me use his computer graphic design work in my book covers, which no doubt has helped these books to be considered. But of all his gifts, the one I have on my desk is a stone. It fits in the hand well, is tan or flesh toned, and with rounded surfaces that look smoothed by water. It is unusually heavy and solid, and I suppose it is a small quartzite cobblestone. The rock has one flat side and a rounded side, making it an ideal paperweight.

What is unusual about this rock is a single dark  brown spot the size of nickel. If you look carefully, there is a lighter brown circle which has a ring of lighter gold color around the darker spot. If I wanted to say this was an eye spot within a larger eyespot, the whole dark area would be a head. Upon first impression, however, the whole dark spot presents as an eye on the head, which is the whole stone. Thus, it’s called Cyclops, a mythic figure who has only one eye. So, as we see, in this case my friend actually gave me two gifts, the stone and the name of the stone. 

My friend, who also has some wit, named this stone Cyclops, presenting an unexpected complexity to this somewhat ordinary looking stone. It reminds me of another stone I once possessed and no longer have. It was also hand sized, a pounding stone used by the Indigenous which was given to me by another monk from the Trappist monastery, Conyers in Georgia. The monk kept a collection of an  array of Indigenous artifacts found on the monastery grounds, which also had mounds. The monk had told me not to keep it and not give it away, yet I did. I had a friend, Nazli, from Turkey who was becoming a doctor and suffered from a long-term illness. She was expecting a child with some anxiety, so I gave her the stone as good luck for her pregnancy, which turned out well. 






Second Reflections






Immediately, I am confronted by the reality of how gift is interwoven in the meaning of memento. I had been gifted with things, and it reminded me of my own gifting. The gift nature of the universe is being revealed, suggesting there is a continuous cycle or exchange of gifts in the world. These gifts do not have to be expensive or showy, but are best when laden with meaning and some personal significance. 

There is also the stone nature of this gift. I have within me some natural impulse, as I just described, to be attracted to stones. Even now I am drawn to examine ones, especially those that have a strong secondary impression. Stones have a certain endurance and unchangeability in the span of our life. They can speak to us in different ways. In this case they tell not only about themselves, but of the gifter. They are a way to remember someone, how they have been a gift in your life. 

The Cyclops as a mythic figure, is a monster who devoured humans. I think here, however, that the Cyclops here has been tamed, under control as your hand can easily handle it. You may not give it much notice, as it is quite ordinary until you meet its “eye.” My 15-year-old son, who is training in martial arts, came from behind me one day, while I was at my desk, and put his arms around my neck in a submission hold. “What would you do, Dad?” he challenges me. I reach with my free hand for the Cyclops and tell him I would do this, raising the stone toward his head. “That would hurt,” my son concedes. So, our Cyclops memento doubles as a weapon, and as a former college pitcher, I have already considered possibly hurling this stone in self defense. 

I take another look at the stone before I ended this reflection. I notice three of the rock’s slimmer sides around the eye bear pockmarks. I wonder if they were made by rain, with the thinner sides being exposed to the sky. The pockmarks suggest our rock was on the surface and endured rain and sun for an untold number of years. Its “eye” would  have been facing outward to the sky. 

The stone given has an “eye.” This suggests the stone sees that it has a primordial, or proto level of awareness. If life birthed from matter, with or without supernatural help, then matter can be seen as having
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